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AD 1 E R 1 E M E N T. 


1 may, perhaps, be objected to thi following 7 
Eſſay, that it is an imitation of Parnell's excellent 
little poem, the Hermit; but if the imitation be al- 
lowed to have any merit, the Author is well fatisfied. 


However, it ſhould be remembered, that the Hermit itſelf 


is rather a tranſlation than an imitation, of an old monkiſh 


Tale, yet its genuine ſpirit of poetry has not, on that ac- 


count, been the leſs admired. Æſchylus was the firſt that 


threw Tragedy into form, yet Sophocles and Euripides, 


though they followed his plan, while they did not borrow 


Characters and Circumſtances, were never called Imitators. 


In modern Tragedy and Romance, the Heroes ſeem 


Be the Beings of another World; ſcarce one of ten 


millions of the inhabitants of this can ever be in their con- 
dition, or would act in their manner: the reigning Taſte 


ſeems to demand a certain wild Greatneſs, a perpetual re- 


dundancy of Similies, called Eaſtern, which fill the ear, 
but convey little Idea; and a turgid pompous fwell of 
Diction, which, if fairly ſtripped of its tinſel ornaments, 
would often appear (if the odd ſimile may be allowed) 


as a ſkeleton detected in a birth-day ſuit. But certainly, 


howeyer much ſuch a taſte may prevail, it can never be 
that of true Judges. The beauties of ſimple Nature muſt 
ever charm; and where theſe give way to wild Machinery, 


though it may be admired by ſome, and paſs for grand, 


true Taſte will eaſily diſcern the fallacy, and diſapprove 
whatever is unnatural. The Antients were fonder of the 
Odyſſy than the Iliad, becauſe it contains beautiful repre- 


ſentations of domeſtic Life and Happineſs, with lively 
e pictures 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


pidures of the common Occurrences and Diſtreſſes all 
are liable to: the Moderns, on the other hand, ſeem 
fonder of the Iliad ; the ſublime Deſcription, the divine 

Fire that flaſhes in every page, lead them away tranſport- 
ed with ſcenes they know nothing about, and will never 

ſee. Whether the Antients or Moderns judge beſt, is left 
to others to determine. 


In the following Piece the Characters are een ſome 
from what we often ſee, and others from what has ſome- 
times been. To bring about the Deliverance of diſtreſſed 
Innocence, by a chain of the moſt ſurprizing events, is 
the way of our Novel Writers, and has a great influence - 
on ſtriking the Fancy: but as there are ſeldom or never 
ſuch things in reality, and as it was the intention of this 
Juvenile Eſſay, to ſhew the Juſtice and Care of Providence 
in common events, ſo theſe events are not brought about 
by uncommon means, except one, the deſcent of an 


Angel ; and that one the Author wiſhes he could have - 


found Proper | means to do without. 


As ſome: ſort of palliation for the deficiencies of the 
Piece, the Candid will remember, that it requires more 
delicacy and art to ſhew Domeſtic Life in a poetical light, 
than it does to launch out into the regions of Fancy, 
where the ſcene may be heightened at pleaſure. In the 
former, the leaſt flight is apt to deviate into bombaſt ; 
and while that is guarded from, one is apt to fall into 
meanneſs: in the latter, there is no e of meanneſs, 


and but N little of bombaſt. 
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ET others ſing the foibles and the chu | 


Of Womankind; and, with luxuriant wit. - 


Adorning the dear theme, enſure ſucceſs: 
A theme dear to the Muſe, when ſmiling Fate 


Thro' wood and vale leads on the chearful Youth, 


Who knows nor fear nor care: but theſe are mine, . 


And long have been—Another Song, my Muſe, 


Befits thy voice; the dark myſterious ways 
Of PRoviIDENCE, an awful ſearch, be thine.— 


Far in the Eaſt, beyond where Indus rolls 


| His copious waves, ſecluded from the world, 
Among the mountains of Imaus, live 


Some harmleſs Shepherds of the Magi School. 


Here, in her primitive ſimplicity, | 
Pure Nature reigns; the Arts, and all their train 5 


Of POUR Vices, utter Ranges here. 


B 


Each 
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= Each morning, with the riſing Sun, they meet, 
And hail him type of the eternal Gon; 
Then, in a willing chorus, raiſe the voice 
I0 their immortal Father, and implore 
His benediction: By the fount or ſhade, | 
Tending their flocks, they ſing their conſtant loves, 
Their Fathers eulogies, and varying year. 
Now dance and rural ſport engage the Youth; 
The Old look on with joy, and to their minds 
Recall their youthful feats. But now no more 
EMILEC join'd; he, who was wont to lead 
The ſong and dance: The bluſhes of the roſe 
HFad left his cheek ; dull roll'd his languid ere. 
So keen before: All by the deſart rocks 
He paſs d the weary day; and when the Moon 
Glimps'd pale along the glade, when Wolf and Fox 
Roam forth in queſt of ſome ſtray'd Lamb, or Ewe, 
He wander'd by the murm'ring brook alone, 
Ml-jurning his Ca1a, and his woful fate. 


Tas now the noon of Night, and all was ſtill, _ 
And Flock and Shepherd ſhar'd the balmy ſweets 
Of ſoundeſt Sleep, nor dream'd but of a fair at: 
And joyful morning. Then ne t ie orntung uit 
Quite ſpent with ſorrow, flept ; but ſtill his ſoul | 
Follow'd his Caia, On a bank, he thought, 1 
He mourning lay; when, clad in pureſt white. 
Glowing with joy, his lovely Bride appear d, 
And gently thus: Lo, I am here, my Love; 
I am return'd, my Love, am ſafe return d. 


4 * 


"Þ "oe! 
My Joy, my Undefil'd! he cried, and ſprang 
To embrace; but awoke, and all was dark, 
Dark and alone—forth burſt the ready ſigh, 
And fell the tear. Then wand'ring out, to vent 
His anguiſh ; thro' a winding path, o'erhung - 
With rocks and barren ſhrubs, he ſought the vale 
Where reſt the Dead; ſtill, as he went along, 
Calling on CALA: Oh return, my Love! 
Why went'ſt thou to the diſtant hill alone ? 
The Ruffians ſeiz'd thee there—Alas ! methinks 
I hear thee call EMILEC to thy aid: | 
But none to aid thee comes—Some hated Wretch, 
Quite drunk with luſt—Ah Heav'n !—and muſt thou be 
Baſely polluted ?—No—As Heav'n is juſt " 
It cannot curſe thee fo. Ay, now at peace, 
Thou lieſt in Death's cold arms—O never more 
To be the charge of mine !—Yes, I ſhall ſoon 
Reſt in the peaceful grave—Nature to me 
Has joys no more—all dreadful is the day, 
And horrid is the night. Thus as he ſpoke, 
The good Ax AN Ds heard; for oft, W ſhone. 
The ocean of the ſky with living fires, - 
What time the Pleias ſhew their wat' ry. . | 
In middle heav'n, the venerable Sage, 
Wand' ring among the wilds, would glow with high. 
| Enthufiaſm divine: He heard the voice 
Of lov'd EMiLEc—now no more, as wont, 
With ſounds of lively joy, but, dire reverſe, | 
Expreſſive of the bitterneſs of woe. _ 
He follow'd, unobſery' d; and now artiy' a 

B Ee” 


 Ameng 


ET 
Among the moſs-clad tombs, the mournful Youth | 
Down ſtretch'd him on his Sire's—and all around 
Was filent as the grave; fave from afar 
The roaring of the Ganges, thro' the hills, 
Died in faint echoes : Thus the Wand'r rer oft, 
Benighted.in ſome lone Italian wood, | 
With awe hears from afar the midnight Maſs. | 
The horny Moon ſhone forth ; the ſpacious walt 


Of heav'n all glow'd with Stars that went their rounds, 


In deep eternal ſilence, and on earth 
Shed a dim holy light. Then with a ſigh Ty 
EmMiLEc thus began—Then farewel Hope— | 
A long adieu to Joy—let Sorrow come, 

Eternal Melancholy be thou mine: 

Thy deepeſt gloom can never never add 

One horror to my breaſt—The depths of Woe, 
Where worſe can never come, is all the wiſh 
Of my poor hearty which now in black Deſpair 
Takes up its refuge. Yet, oh what a change! 
Oh loſt EIL EO thou wert once the hope 
And joy of thy fond Parents. Fair indeed 
Thy morning ſun aroſe, and ev'ry dag 


Promis d long happineſs; on ev'ry ſide 


Deceitful Fortune ſmil'd; no fooliſh with 
Of wealth or honour, ever ole my reſt; 
No paſſion led me, and no fears appall'd. 

But ah! the dreadful end! Is this, O Heay' at. 
| The iſſue of my Parents vows and hopes? 5 
Alas! was all my former Joy, that! 
6 feel more piercingly my wretched fall? 


My Cara is defil'd !=Oh, ſhocking thought! 

And mine no more!—Heay'n cannot to my arms 
Reſtore her pure !—Heay'n cannot to my breaſt 
Reſtore my former calm ; dull ſhines the fun, 

All Nature wears a ſickly gloom to me; 

The ghaſtly grave alone can give me reſt : 

Oh that eternal Darkneſs ſeal d my eyes, 

And Death's cold hand compos'd this troubF'd breaſt ? 


ARANDUS now approach' d; a ſudden dread 
Surpriz d EMILEC, while with kind intent. 
The Sage began : Alas! why thus, my Son, 
Driv'n on by fury, and that fiend Deſpair ? 
Summon thy Reaſon : Reaſon was ordain'd 
By the eternal Sire to be our guide; 
And when we diſobey, tis yonder Heay'r | 
That holds us rebels: but her voice is low,” 
And very flow her ſpeech; the young and vain 
Or hear her not, or hear but part ; the Calm 
Alone can underſtand her heav'nly voice. 
When Man goes hence,” when o'er the filent Dead 


The wild flow'rs of the field ſpring forth, the Mind, 5 


VUnfetter d, then receives the juſt reward 
Of ev'ry action: and, if Heav'n its lot, 
Among the Sons of God, from joy to Joy 
For ever ſhall advance. Then, if it bore 
The miſeries of life with patient heart — 
And meek ſubmiſſion to the Will Supreme, 
Sublime its joy ſhall be. Attend, my Son, | 
And let this awful truth fink to thy heart: 
Falſe i 1s the heart of Man, X falſe to > Ile, 
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| When ſweet Proſperity ſmiles all mound: 
'  Intoxicated with the pleaſing cup, 


Proud, hard, and ſelfiſh, it becomes; mne v vaice "4 ; i | 


Of Miſ'ry is but faintly, heard; and God 

Is quite forgot, or with a cold regard. 
Remember'd, if at all: But as the fire 

Refines the ſilver; ſo a taſte of woe > 
Awakes the Soul. Below the adyerſe tide, _ 
The little Mind is ſunk ; but the great Soul 
With heav'nly luſtre ſhines thro' the black cloud 
Of dread Adverſity, and great at laſt 
Finds herſelf happy, and contemns her woes. ” 


O tell me not of "IVEY Ex. EC cry Az. 
A heated fancy may, in pain and death, 

Deceive itſelf into an extacy 

Of joy imagin'd—and O happy he 


Of ſuch delirium! But my heart 1 is ſtrucck | 7 1 


Beyond the pow'r of Fancy to relieve. 
All, all is vanity— Poor Man is born 
Ihe heir of woe; the mornings of his years 


Are gay, and promiſe high; a thoufand forms 


Of happineſs inchant his thoughtleſs heart; 
And all ſeems very near pleas d with the dream, 


He laughs, he joys. 80, with tene . a 


The little Linnet on the hawthorn ſings, 
Unconſcious of the net that ſoon ſhall end 
Its joy. So poor deluded Man goes on, 
Till ſoon ſome of the fierce unnumber'd ills - 


That haunt the human race, 1 his e gp 


* : > 7 
* 93 1 ; * 1 
4 4 1 $28 
Ie 


| T's] 
Then all his former joys appear no more 
But as a broken ill- remember d dream. | 
Yet ſtill the giddy wreteh will fondly hope, 
His ſtate no ſurer, and his hope as vain. 
As the wreck'd Mariner's, who rides the ſurge 
On a bare plank : his wiſhful eyes look round, 
And if a thin blue vapour hovers oer 
The deep, he thinks it land, and cheers his heart; 


Then ſinks among the Dead. But why, O Heavn? 


Why muſt th' immortal mind of Man, that boaſts 
Such glorious powers - hy mult it be the ſport 
Of ev'ry adverſe blaſt? Thick darkneſs veils 
The mighty ſecret—far, oh far it lies wel 

From human ſearch ; deep as the center hid: 
Dark are the ways of Heay'n ; o'er ev'ry part 

Of human life a horrid darkneſs broods.— 
No God regards the Juſt—Thro' ſtreams of blood 


And orphans tears, their neighbours wealth ſome I | 


Enjoy it freely, and, in good old age, 

Go to the grave in peace. While I have Rot, 
Young as I am,—and oh, I feel it too, 

The Juſt go mourning thro the extremes of woe 3 * 
Their ſickly fouls each word of comfort hate, 
And grief, obdurate grief, o'erwhelms their mind. 
Life has no joys, and earth no reſt for me. 

I look'd for good, but woe ſucceeded. woe— 

My Parents die - young and unſkill'd.in life, 

They leave me to the world—Yet ſtill I hop'd: 
My fields are blaſted, and my flocks deſtroy d: 
Yet {till I hop d. But now, my fatal ſum, 
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ET [ ro J 
My miſeties are compleat—then farewel Hope;j 
Farewel the ſweet deluſions of a kind 
And ri ghtepus Providence—'Tis Death alone 
Is all my hope, my cure—yes, I ſhall ſoon / 
© Reſt with the Dead, the {port of woe no more. 


To whom ARANDUS thus : Yet, O my 3 | 
Attend this truth; Tis trial ſhews the Man. 
This dire adverſity, my Son, is thine; 
Bear like a Man, and never let thy lips 
Thy Maker or his Providence blaſpheme. — 
Shalt thou, whoſe narrow views reach but a part, 5 
A very ſmall part of the dreadful ways UV 
Of the eternal One—ſhalt thou preſunme 
Blind Son of Duſt, poor Being of a Day, _ _ ET 
Tearraign th' Almighty, and correct the God 
Of all perfection? Poor ſhort- ſighted Man | 
Should, filent in the duſt, adore the hand _ 
Of Providence; and take th imbittered cup 
With meek ſubmiſſion, tho he cannot know | 
Why ſo defign'd. Go is the Sire of all, 
And he chaſtiſes thee Say, ſhall the boy. 
Who obſtinately ſpurns the rod, or he 
Who, all- ſubmiſs, with weeping eyes implores 
His Father's mercy, ſureſt gain his love. 


Perhaps juſt now, | Heay'n' s kind paternal hand 
Is doing more for thee, than ev'n thy ſoul 

Dares to defire—then how thy heart muſt burn 
With ſhame and anguiſh to review thy thoughts. 
. | e Great 


„ ee 
Great are thy woes indeed - but why, my 8, 

Why black Deſpair ? and why the filial truſt 

In Gop, not thine? To truſt the tender care 

Of the Almighty Father, gives the Soul, 

In the moſt dread diſtreſs, a delicate 

And melancholy joy, ſublime above | 

The Drunkard's laughter, and the ſenſual wiſh, _ 

Exert the Man, EmiLec ; ſpend no more 

The day in uſeleſs grief; but leave theſe hills, 

And take thy journey to the plains below: :- 
III be thy Guide my Son ſhall keep our flocks. : 

I feel an impulſe that aſſures my heart: » 

An omen that we ſhall return with joy. 

Yes, we ſhall hear of Carta. Hear of her! 

EMILEC cry'd—Oh horrid! muſt it be? 

My nature ſhudders— yet, I'll hear the RAY 

My Love, my tender Spouſe, my late Delight, 

O may I hear thy death ! that thou no more 

Mourn'ſt in a hated Ruffian's loath'd embrace. 

If Juſtice be in Heav'n—Here grief and rage 


Stopt further ſpeech. They homeward ſhap'd their way, 1 
And for their journey to the plains prepar d. 


Now roſe the Morning on their pilgrimage 
The anxious Swains go forth; each in his belt 
A leathern bottle, from the fountain fill'd, hs Ban 
And in his hand the pilgrim ſtaff each bore. 1 
Of Patience and deliverance from woe, 8 
ARANDUs talk'd, and of all-righteous Heavn 
That ö u deren, my Son, thy n ihall ſee, 
C 
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In all the ways of Men 2 on Induſtry 
Attends the handmaid Wealth ; z, on Piety © 


The angel Peace, her mates are 1 5 1 


Labour and Temperance and roſy Health | 

So ſmiling, hand in hand, and hoar old are 
With ſenſes all entire, a rev'rend form, f 
Attends their lateſt days. But deten 8 
And Prodigality, are, ſtep by ſtep, L 
Buy Scorn and wither'd Penury purſued; 3 
Impiety, with terrors all- aghaſt, 


Receives th unwelcome viſit of Diſeaſe; 


Intemp'rance, with ſwoln eyes and putrid breath, 
Is follow'd by Diſeaſes, a dire train, 
All gaping for their prey: Thus ver the Weetchy 
Who, in the deſart wild, expiring- lies, | 
The hov'ring Vultures ſwarm. Thus, as they went, 
ARanDus talk'd; but dumb with ſullen grief 
 EmiLc paſsd along. The lively Lark 

Springs from the graſs before them, and his ſong | 
Melodious chants ; from ev'ry bloomy ſpray - : 
The facred voice of Nature's muſic ſounds; 
But theſe with not one gleam of joy infpire 
EmiLzc's breaſt ; deep in the thicket coos 
The widow'd Turtle, and awakes the thoughts. 


Of tender loves, and all th' endearments ſweet | 15 


Of the loſt CAI A: Now EmiLec's heart 
With the ſharp pangs of ſofteſt pity melts, 
No ſullen to obdurate grief returns. 


L 13 17 : 


Now far, their native fields behind the 1 
Three days o'er rocky hills and ſands they go; 
The waſte of Nature: Now the hoary ſteen 
They climb, and on the mountain's ridge behold. 
The loaden'd clouds burſt ; ; thro' a valley now 
They hold their weary way, beneath the ſhade 
Of ſome bleak mountain, winding oft by turns, | „„ 
Now tow'rd the riſing, now the ſetting ſun ; 1 | : 
While, up the craggy brow, a timid flock. | | 
Of Goats would run, and, from their airy height, 
Look down with wonder on the Swains below; 
| Now, hov'ring o'er their heads, high in mid air 
The Raven and the Vulture ſcream'd aloud: | | _ 
Three nights, on the cold earth, in ſome v TY cave. 
Form'd by the rock, they lay: But when the ſun WM 
Wak'd the fourth morning, their glad eyes beheld. „ ba 
A champaign wide and broad; ſuch ae i 
EIL RC never ſaw; 'twas paſture moſt, 8 
With many a herd of Jana beeves 8 "IS 
A pleaſant river, from an aged wood, : 
Ran murm'ring thro' the plain; the curling ſnoke 1 | 
Way'd ver the trees, and told a cot was near. | 14 0 
Thither they ſhape their way: A Shepherd's houſe, n Þ 5 8 
Stood at the entering of the wood, amid . | 
A grove of Elm, whole roots the river lav d. 
They enter in, and ſhare the rural treat 
And much the Hoſt engag d their wond'ring t ughts 
A few grey hairs his rey rend temples crown d; 
One hand ſupports his head, the other ſmites 


* HY while th' unconſcious ſigh would. rf; | „ 
* Languid 
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| Languid dejection mark'd his eye, that, fix'd, 

Gaz d on the wall; yet calm and mild he ſeem! * 
Though 'whelm'd with grief. The venerable head 

So humbled and cruſh'd down by cruel Fate. 
Made ev'n EM1LEc for a while forego ac 

| His own, and feel bir woes. With kind intent, | 

b - And ſympathetic tears, ARanDus afks 

Ra Ihe ſource of ſuch ſublimity of grief. . 

| | Long happy, in theſe plains, the Hoſt reply d, 

| 1 paſs'd my days; oft ere the ſun eclips'd 

The ſtars of morn, with light and chearful heart, 

1 roſe to labour; when the twilight warn 3 IH 
| To fold the flocks, ſtill happy was my heart i $499 42218 n 
= Dtear was my Spouſe, and long, o oh! Tong ago | 22718 

: Our love had to the deareſt friendſhip riſen; 
Heav'n bleſt my Children, ev ry day they gave 
Some new delight; to chear my age<dul'd heart 
Was all their ſtrife, their care; fo bleſt was J. 
But ſorrow comes to al. A fever ſeiz d, 5 
E And ſcorch'd my veins; a wild delirious dream 
| In horrid chains of darkneſs bound my Soul, S 
3 Long twenty Suns; a thouſand dreadful form = 
„ Glar'd all around me — funk- ey d, lean-rib'd Ghoſts 

| Yell'd-in my ears — nor Spouſe, nor Son; Iknew;-- 

Or, knowing, thought them leagu'd to work my oro | 
Till, as a Man who. flow from fleep awakes; _ £ 
Awak'd my Reaſon— For my Wife I call'd;; | 
A Servant came; his looks, but not his voice. 
Told the was dead. Where are my Sons? I calFd:: 

None gave me anſwer After many a tear, e 


2 4 


1 
1 
x of 


T heard: 


15 I 

4 1 ſome 155 e hills had ſtole 
A lovely Fair, had alſo ſtole my Boys. 

Comely they were, O Vouth, and much like thee 
Here ſtopt his ſpeech ; for down his hoary checks 
The woful torrent ran, while he ſurveyd 

EMIL Ec's youth, ſo like his own low d boys. 


Now broke with 880 and age, the Hoſt reſum' d, 
I bow the languid head: no tender Spouſe, | 
No loving Child, to bleſs my eyes—Oh loft, 
Loſt are my Children] and I mourning wait 
My diſſolution—Vet, Oh, had it pleas'd 
The awful will of Heay'n, that I had gone 
Down to the grave in peace! Oh, that my Boys 
Had foth'd my death-bed! but my tender Lambs ; 
| Muſt groan in flay'ry!—Oh, my Sons, I'feel 

Your dreadful fate, and how you feel for me: 
But ſpare your tears for me, for ſoon I reſt. 
Thus ſpake the Hoſt. AzxanDus much clay d. 
With kind intent, to ſoothe his mighty grief; 
But all in vain. To him whoſe Soul's at eaſe,, 
All juſt and reaſonable. it appears, A: 
With calm Content, to bear the direſt fate; 8 rl 
And Grief an unayailing madneſs ſeems... _ 
But vain is human wiſdom—blank and fad” 
Down finks the heart—the very bowels feel 
The horrid load of grief; and Wiſdom's voice: | 
Affects no more ons Muſic would a rock. c 

The rural meal now paſt, with pray'rs and. tears, 

They take their leave. Ay, we. indeed have heard, 
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EINS cry'd, of CAA —Sighs on ſighs i 
Stopt further ſpeech. Along the green wood ſide 
They hold the beaten path; and much they alk'd 
Of Providence; till, with her ſable clouds, 
Approach'd grey Eve. Now far the ſheltri ring e 
Behind them wav'd; the diſtant craggy hills 
5 Began to kiſs the ſky; home to his marſh. 
The Heron bends; but houſe or hamlet none 
5 I) be Pilgrams ſaw; and onward ſill, along, 
; The barren heath, they ſtray ; twas moſly all, 
| > Rugged and black; and on the moonleſs 5 
| | Increas d the awful gloom ; the fire of Night 
| Shed, here and there, his unctuous twinkling lamp, | 
Now waving a pale meteor, now a pointz 
Perplex'd, they follow as the wild-fire leads, 
YL Hoping to gain ſome road, or Shepherd's cot; 
Y But none they find: Now mir'd. in moſſy bogs, _ 
Now eaſt, now ſouth, o'er. -hilloc, brake and dell, 
They wander on, till tir'd of uſeleſs toil, 
They fit them down. Such is the hope of Man, | 
EmiLEc cry'd; the poor benighted wretch, 
| After the wild-fire Hope, ſtrays on thro Life; 
= 1 If in one ſhape or part it diſappears, 355 
EB It riſes ſoon in others—fiill he thinks 
| It leads to Happineſs ; and follows Kill, 
'Tho' ever diſappointed. Such is Mao... -- - 
Thro' Life; as we to-night, thro! this wild waſte, 9 
Have follow 'd, and in vain, the twinkling fire: 
And wiſeſt he, in Life, like us to-night, 
Who fits him down, and ſcorns all future Hope. 


. 


- T7 „ . 

| He gad. And now, borne on the akin gale, 

They heard the low of cattle far remote: 

Chear'd at the ſound, they riſe; and hie them on, 

In ſearch of ſhelter from the gathering ſtorm. 

And ſoon afar a lordly dome they ſpied, 
Whoſe num'rous windows blaz'd with many a torch, 
Far thro' the veil of Night. On as they came, 
They heard the viol, and the jovial dance; 
And now, the well-tan'd voice of Mufic ſwell's 
The lofty Chorus; now, by turns, the hearſe . 
Rude roar of Bacchanalians ſtun'd their ears. 
Here, the glad Pilgrims w ween' t to lodge, nor _—_— 
It other than the hymeneal rite. | 
But faſt the gates were barr'd; and, roaring dire, 

Two furious Maſtiffs ruſh'd, at the firſt knock. ' 
trait, at the well-known ſound, a Ruffian came, | 

And ſternly bade them hence; ;—elle, with them, he 


Would ſport the Dogs unchain d. With trembling ſteps 


They wander to a hedge; and i in its ſhade 

Stretch down their weary limbs : And now the aid 

They oft had giv'n, themſelves, in greateſt need, 
| Deſpair to find. Ax AN pus, the leaſt curſt, 
Gave to EMILEC; z. and thus, mild, preferr'd 

His ev'ning prayer, O Thou, the poor Man's Friend, 
The Pilgrim's Guide, th Avenger of the Oppreſs d. 

Protect us here to- night ;—bleſt in thy care 

We lay us down to reſt, and fear no ill. 

He faid—And ſoon they heard a gentle voice 

Oft crying, Where ?—Ariſe, the Stranger cry d: 

1 Sou: may. cottage, heard the —_ Try 5 
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I * ſome helpleſs Stranger was abus d; 
J came, and I have found you:. Come with me, 
And welcome ſhae what my poor cot affords. 


WE > 


He faid—and led them home: 2A firſtling kid, 
Brown bread, and wholeſome herbs, and from the rock 
The living ſpring, compos'd the rural treat. th 
ARANDUs, whoſe th' unhoſpitable roof, 
And why ſuch feſtival to-night, enquires. 
No marriage, natal day, or Son return'd, 
MALLAN, the Hoſt, reply'd, occaſions this 
Enormous revel, and profuſe expence: 
Thus, ev'ry night, in riot ZAN DOR lives. 
Never the Pilgrim's bleſſing in his porch _ 
Was heard ; nor is the Tyrant leſs ſevere 7 
To us, his Huſbandmen— Oft has his hands : 25 
Smok'd with the blood of Innocence : our barns oh 
] He cruel plunders for each ſmall arrear; 
1 Nay, from the ſacred plough, laſt ſowing time, | 
5 He cut my lab'ring Steers, and drove them home 
To ſmoke upon his board : hence, poor and thin, 
My very fields upbraid his cruelty. _ 
Vet, tho' oppreſs d yet, tho in conſtant fear 
That ZanDoR ſeize my all—ſtill while I have, | 
The needy Pilgrim here ſhall have a friend : _ 
My ſtraw-thatch'd roof the blefling ſhall receive 
That t turns away from Zanpor' 8 's ſtately tow'rs: 


Thus MALLAN-and, in various talk, as hour 
the | Sacred to Tk ſtole on. Now wr 8 


Imvigorates 


„ » 

Invigorates their nerves ; 3 and with the morn __ 
Refreſh'd and hale they riſe, Falſe lay the road, 
And perilous ; the Hoſt conducts them on: 

A little hill was near, whoſe flow'ty top | 
Commanded a fair landſkip all around; 

They pleas d aſcend, and, on its South, behold _ 
The tow'rs of ZanDoR :—old and grand, they ſtood 
Amid a garden, ſuch as that which own'd 
 Alcinous' care. Here ſkilful Art improv'd, 

Not baniſh'd Nature :—fragrant, red and white, 
The mellow apples nodded on the boughs; 

The purple cluſters of the cheering vine 

' Baſk'd in the Sun; the fig and olive wept 

Their od'rous tears; the fair Judæan palm 
 Flouriſh'd in ev'ry walk; a lengthen'd row 

Of ſtately oak and fir, whoſe lofty boughs 
Wav'd in the ev'ning clouds and morning miſts, 
Skirted the Garden from the northern Elaſt ; 

A river, cut in many a trotting rill, 

Meanders thro each grove; the bluſhing roſe - 
And creeping cowllip ev'ry bank adorn; 

The parted ſtreams meef in a cryſtal lake; 

The princely dome, the wavy oaks and firs 
Tremble in its boſom : with the dawning light, 
The Turtle's voice is heard; at ev'ning grey, ©» 
Perch'd on the topmoſt bough, the clear-tun'd Thrulh | 


|  Melodious chants : Fair are the fields around; 


The great-dugg'd Kine, down in the meadows, feed 
Beſide his fiſh-pools ; and the gen'rous Steeds, 
Thro' richeſt clover, neigh and bound along; 

. 85 


| ed 
The full-car'd Harveſt nods his yellow heads 
Far waving in the gale : All ſeem'd as God 
Delighted to increaſe and bleſs the Man. 


Now from the ſounding gates, with ne of j joy. 
- Rode Z A xDOR and his Sens; the hounds, well pleas d. I 
Came pouring after. On the road they met ' 
A poor old Man—pale hunger mark d his cheek; 
His knees ſore ſhook with age—ſome wither d ſticks, 
Gather'd with toil, he bore, to make his fire 
'Gainſt Eve's chill hour. For ſtealing of his wood 
ZANDOR upbraids him :—At the Tyrant's nod 

A pamper'd Lacquey throws them in a pit. 
The tim'rous hare now ſtarts, and loud the horns: 
And hounds rebellow ; thro'.the poor thin fields 
Of Marr an's corn, the Tyrant drives along, 


With all his cumb'rous train, who look'd with joy  _ L 


On the wild havoe. Where the Guardian now 
Of injur'd Innocence? EmiLtc cry'd: - 
Where the all-dreaded: bolt of Vengeance now, 
To ſtretch yon Tyrant foaming on the duſt? 
O blame not Providence, the Hoſt return'd,, 
Ev'n I, whom poverty and toil ſurround,. 
Ev'n I more true more heart-felt bliſs enjoy 
Than great and Eg ZaNDOR ar FRO. 


He n e til che fervid 1 of noon, 3 
Conducts them on. The gold - ting'd Jemma rolld 
His a 7 flood i in view: ACER his banks 


t 21 ] 

The Pilerims held the beaten path, that led 

To mighty Agra, the imperial ſeat 

Of Great Mogul; where many a ſwarthy tribe, 
With all their Rajas and their Nabobs, kneel _ 
To take his dread commands, Thro wavy fields 
Of yellow corn, they paſs; and thicker ſtill 
The hamlets and the villages appear. 

Here the blithe Reapers ftrive ; their ruſtic Lord 
Holds a large goblet, full of ſparkling wine, 
To glad the Victors: there, the loaden'd cart 
Cracks o'er the ſtubble, while the gath'rin g boys. 
Shout as ſhe goes: the gentle riſing hills _ 
Blue vineyards all adorn ; the copious flood 
Rowl'd far as eye could trace, and ſpotted all 
With fiſhing boats, and little viny iſles; 

And ſouthward, on his banks, the lofty tow'rs 
Of royal Agra mingle in the ſkies ; | 
The thin dun ſmoky clouds wave flowly o'er 8 
The far extended ſpires. Anon they hear 

The bells of Agra toll, a ſolemn ſound! | 
And ſoon the trumpets martial peal, and ſhouts 
Gathering on ſhouts : the noiſy clamours ſtill 


Grew louder on their ears. Thus, when at firſt 


The northern blaſt burſts forth, the ruffled ſea 
Begins hoarſe murmurs then he foams and groans, 
And now his huge mountainous ſurges laſh 

The iſlands, and outroar the howling blaſt. 


And ue ſee the far ertended plain 5 
: 5 HE 
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All delug'd o'er with men. Thus, from his hill, 
The Cimbrian Shepherd, when he pens his goats, | 
Sees' the tall foreſt mantling all the plain: 
So long, fo bulky, ſtood the Denizens 
Of Agra, all along the dale; and ſtill, © 
From the wide gates, the thronging multitudes, 
Chariots and Steeds, Bowmen and Muſquetteers, | 
Pour'd out amain : Now, thund'ring o'er the ground, 
Surrounded by ten thouſand Horſemen fierce, 
Who held the naked ſword, high in a proud 
Triumphal chariot, lin'd with beamy gold, 
With filver harneſs grac'd, the Monarch came, 
Far blazing as a God: His better hand 1 
The awful ſceptre graſp'd ; his ſtarry robe 
Brighten'd the face of day; with living fires | 
His high tiara ſhone. When now the hoſt 
Beheld their Monarch, King of Nations, comes” 
Waving the turban in the air, they rais d 
An univerſal ſhout—all nature round 
Seem'd at the dreadful peal to ſtart, and loud * 
The hills reſounded; on the diſtant plains, 
The lordly Bulls glar'd round with | ſparkling eye, 
And roar'd again; up the ſinooth river borne, 
The mighty ſhout the diſtant Shepherds heard N 


They heard and trembl'd. Thundering o'er the Plain 3 S 


The Monarch drove along; and, as he rode, 
Arang'd his nations. Here the foamy ſteeds 
And chariots pour along, till almoſt hid _ 
In a long cloud of duſt, that like a ridge . | 
Of hills divides ha Plain; right oppoſite = 


_ 


| f 23 1 

The foot 8 a line immenſe and 8 | 

Far o'er the lawn extended : Tall and ſtrong , Fg 

Each of the neareſt end, but leſs than boys, 

Or Fairies by benighted Swains deſcried, _ 

Appear d the troops that form d the fartheſt point, 

Amaze and awe cold through the Pilgrims 1 ran. 

A Swain was near, to whom EMILEC, thus: * 

O Stranger, what important event calls 1 
This multitude immenſe forth from the gates 
Of yon great city? Who the Man that, high | 

Exalted like a God, commands them all = _ 

What art thou? ſaid the Stranger ; ;. baſt thou not 
Of GEHAN and Macros, the brothers, heard, 

Sons of our late great Monarch? Grnan there, 

Firſt- born, commands; much of the people lov' d. 


The throne he mounted; but the fierce Macnon, 3 a 


Far in the barb'rous Provinces remote. 

Has rais'd a mighty hoſt ; a few days march 
From Agra lies his camp: To- day he ſent 5 
An haughty meſſage Vield the throne to me, | 


And yield my brother chain d; ; elſe Agra burns, N 


— of 4 


And all her cloudy tow'rs ſhall ki the duſt. 
But GEeHAN for the dreadful battle arm 
His willing people.—And his God will bleſs 


His righteous arms, ARANDUS. made reply. 2 


Mom low the wellern 508 was Kink: the mit 
Roſe from the river; ; the unwieldy crowd . 
Back to the city thron g- the peopled tide ; 
Turns, * leſs and os till clouds of « dult 


— 


: * 
- 


* 


Cloſe up the lagging rear In With them went 
The Pilgrizs ; ; long ey, wander di in the fireets, 


E * — - 


An "HR Man, his daily r done, 983 85 | 
Approach'd, and thus: : My houſe to-night i is yours, 
And yours the ancient hoſpitable greats Nis | 
| Come, and in ſafety reſt, They f follow'd glad,” 
| 'And ſhar'd the welcome bread ; and now the hour 
. Sacred to balmy ſlumbers call d to n 
But they, who other noiſe had never heard 
At the lone hour of night, than ruſtlin 8 gates 
Walking among the trees, and from aft 
The roar of Ganges ; 7 they, whom noiſe ne 'er wak d, 
But when the northern tempeſt howl'd among | 
The mountains, wak'd, and fill'd them with grand bo 
Of Nature's God now paſs d th uneaſy night. 
Plagued with the Drunkard's ſong and Harlot's braul, 
When, flown with inſolence and wine, the Sons 
Of Riot ſtroll along. When now approach d 
The hours of labour, from their teſtleſs conch | 
The Pilgrims riſe : The Hoſt goes out along 
To ſhew the town—A garden lay in fight; 
There, while the riſing Sun firſt Sue! the bogs © 
A venerable Man, paſt middle age, e | 
Walk d to and fro; his piercing eye was ie 
With public care, and oft his lips would move. 
There, cry'd the Hoſt, intent on public weal, ; 
The beſt of Magiſtrates !—The hours of morn , 
He thus employs. 'The word, was ſcarcely gone, El 
When writhing in the duſt, the Ruler lay, * 
Along broad arrow trembling in his ſide: 


— 


* 


A Wretch 


E. 1 
A Wretch of cruel face, quick ſeiz d his gold. 
And fled untouch'd. Vain was ARANDUS' help; „ 


Life trembl'd a few moments on the lips, 
And * eternal Darkneſs veil d His « . 


And now the num'rous ſtreets Sal! to throng; 
The market- place was near; there to A crowd” 
Of Supplicants, a venerable Man, 
Of middle age, beſtow'd the daily bread. 
 AranDvus ſmiling, thus the Guide addreſs d: 
Say, who is he, yon happy Man, whom Heavn n fob 
Has bleſt with wealth, and ſuch a god-like Rant ? 01 211 


RHADZAN, the rich and good: reply'd it the e Guide. on WH] 
Not in mean luxury he ſpends his wealth; 14 28 (HG 1k 


Like/the great Fathers of Mankind, he 1 lives, 8 
In grand ſimplicity. Induſtry ſmiles, 
Where'er he comes; full twenty ſtately ar: 1 
Convey his traffic; many an hundred hand ws 3 


1 
Or * 


His trade employs; he half the city cloathg, .. bee bt 


And ſerves with all the benefits of life 710. me 


* - = $4 
NJ , I 2 t Þ;; 1 ! W ' 3 


The Nobles court: his friendſhip, and eſteem, e 


3 


His company; the poor Man's pray r is his, I Wall cad 
Oh happy Man! ARranpus .cryd—How, bleſt + Toi El as 


With ſuch abundant wealth, and and ſuch. 4 heart 55 1 Jon E Wee 
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Now. full in fight, che! fly tie hk d ite 1 81 toy bo A. 
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His proud triumphal turrets to the 7 Taq, 19720 gn e SLE 
Into the hall they went; the Indian das FF 
Dazl'd their eyes; four ſilver Pillars bore oor as Hod ſep jc 4 
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With ſtars of diamond and ſapphire glow' d; 

Broad ſpread the canopy of beaten gold, 1 8 

Far blazing to the Sun the living rays. 

Long while the Pilgrims gaz d— then, with a figh, 
ARANDus thus began: O thou great Man, 
Who only dareſt aſcend that awful ſeat, OS 
Ev'n thou ſhalt die; and, in the ſleep of Death, 
Thy meaneſt Slave ſhall lie as ſoft as thee. _ 
That ſeat of God and Pow'r communicates 15 

No real virtue: In the fight « of God 
Thou art no more than he, he whom 1905 oak, 85 
Or hedge, have ever ſhelter'd from the ſtorm, _ : 
But only as in Virtue thou excelleſt. 1 


Now, turning out, near to the gate, we fy d 


I Three tatter'd Wretches, the epitome 151 


Of Want and Miſery. One, old and blind 
Sat on a ſtone; one, to the Paſſengers, 
Held out his ſtumps; and one, with wooden * ede 


| j Crawl'd after, to receive the welcome mite. © 


Sure, cry'd Ax Axpus, theſe have been dire pete, 8 
| Deep villains, whom all-righteous| Providence . 
Has ſuffer'd not to die—but live, to 8 1 6 
The multitude; a dreadful monument! 

And yet the blind Man ſings, and ſeems ſerene. 5 
Theſe Men were never peſts, the Guide reply d. 
When RRAMapAx, the baniſh'd Raja, rais'd | 

A mighty hoſt, and ſhook 3 von awful throne, NY 

' Theſe Men at Belmoir field oppos d their breaſts 5 

| Agint his fierceſt troops; and there their blood 


(271 


Hark! th' old blind Man, with youthful ſpirit, ſings 
The Battle of Belmoir. A better fate, | 


ARANDUS cry'd, you merit, than to beg 
Your bit of bread fo near the awful throne 


Your blood and valour fav d And can, Oh Heav'n! 2 : 


Can the ingratefal Citizens paſs by, 
And not once ſay, The blood of that pale thts 


| Was ſpilt for me —theſe limbs were loſt for me. | 


He faid—and on they pad: Now, full i in view, 
A tow'ry pile appear'd ; the ſculptur'd gates 
Lay open; with demure and down-calſt look. | 
The Citizens throng in; in alſo went 
The Pilgrims and their Guide. There they beheld 
4A People ſour of look, with frantic nods,. 
And cheerleſs mein, prefer their pray'rs to Heavn; 
But meek Humility,, and Charity, | 
Her calm and ſmiling Siſter; ſhew'd not there. g 
Silent and ſad, they leave the Houſe of Prayer; 


And Noon was high Home with their Guide they tun 


When, at the Market- place, a mighty crowd. 
Came driving onA Priſoner of note 
Was led to jail; behind, a beauteous Dame,, 
Lovely in tears, as if an Angel wept, 
Stood looking on; a ſmiling Child ſhe bore, 
Emblem of Innocence; two lovely Boys 
Clung to her faſt, and oft, their little hearts 
Burſting with anguiſh, Oh my Father cry d.. 
A fight ſo tender, from the Pilgrims drew: 


Flow'd plenteouſly : 'twas there. they left their limbs, 


The: 


P : 
of 4 8 * E 4 
2 rl 3 — ; _ a 8 
Ss 8 3 _ = = 


. 
oe dre ͤ Eat Ade oy LAI 
* — * 


* — cs 


x * 
„FTC in EASE "Ire to 


r 


. 


— 


5 4 


— — * 


— — 


— 


— ä—à4œů — —öũͤb— 


The ſympathizing tear: They keenly preſs 
Among the crowd, th unhappy Man to;ſee.,,.. 
Aghaſt the Pilgrims ſtand the Guide exclaims, 
RA DZ AN] the friend of Man !—The cauſe & they aſk ; 
| A Citizen replies: When roſe the Morn, . 3 
Great was the wealth of RRHA DZ AN- —now,. at Eve, 1 5 IN BY 
He poor and friendleſs mourns.—Burnt are his:ſhips, | | 
And Carmor, whoſe. unfeeling i icy heart 5 
Ne' er warm' d with pity of another's woe, 
Now drags to jail the Father of the Poor: 
Their Father now no more. In deep amaze £2 no bright 
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ARanpus ſtood—his fluQuating thoughts theo of gude . 
Toſs'd wildly round. Thus; when a Father hears | Pare 37 pogo yo 
A ftripling boy is ſlain with biting grief, „%% ͤ;ͥ ᷑ TXTXVU˖ö» 
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One moment he believes it is his fon ; © djs Yom ee ee 20 
Next moment chears himſelf; then fears W 202 20 101 5140 2, 
 ARanDus thus, the dark myſterious ways ne d bf: 
Of Providence ſurvey d: As Death itfelfs- fo nn et: 1 1552 
It chill'd his breaſt, to think that Man, tho fra n bi n 753 
Who fain would do aright, ſhould be babe %%% toe 3051 
And left forlorn by Heav'n': His piety” © r i 
O'ercame at laſt, Whatever is thy will, 


Eternal Father, is, and muſt be good. — 7% 

He _— within binnen then en 1. 4 
Now tumult fpread Cas fect t to ſtreet; the town 5 

Was all uproar—the ſhout of War Was givn; | Z 

The Horſemen drove along; and loud and ſhrill n 

The trumpets call'd to battle; e- ch his ſword : ; 

Girds on his thigh, and each prepares his ſpear ; 5 adi 
LEE * | - For 
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For fierce Macuor was + hed at hand ; that night 

He ween'd the flames of Agra ſhould have blaz'd | 

Along the ſky. The Pilgrims and their Guide 

With trembling pace haſte home, when all on flame 

They ſpy d his hoſpitable roof — his goods 

The Miſcreants prey: They loſe him in the crowd. 

With fear and horror ſtruck, they fly the town, 

And hie them thro” the plain. A lofty pile - i 

Of hoary rock appears, that high o'erhung- | 

The ſpacious field ; they thither bend their way ;- 

And aided by the ſhrubs, from cave to cave 

They climb; till, in a hollow cliff, ſecure 

From fight or harm, they lye. The Ay tow'rs 

Of Agra, and the mighty river, ſhew | 

In diſtant proſpect On a height, not far, : 

The potent army of Macnor encamp'd ; 

And Agra, from: her many gates, pours forth 

Her num' rous ſons; wide ſweeping o er the fields 

The blazing of- the arms; from camp to camp, 

Shoots dreadfnl lightning; nor when ſet the ſun, 

And roſe the moon, it ceas'd; a ghaſtly gleam 

Of helms and ſpears ſhines o'er the broad ces 

The neighing of the horſes, diſtant far, 

And nearer ſome, the undulating noiſe 

Of thouſands tongues and feet, along the rock 

Sounded in ev'ry gale. Thus from an height, | | 

A few miles from the coaſt, the Shepherd hears 15 

5 Old Ocean's midnight roar, when, after ſtorms, : | 
He murmurs hoarſe and loud. Anon aroſe 


The lively Morn: Each hoſt in dread A 15 
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A 30 1 
of battle ready 1 and ere the ſun 0 „ 
Blaz'd on their arms, the battle ſhout was heard, * 8 5 1 

A dreadful peal! the trumpet's martial voice 3 

Shrill trembles thro! the air. In union fim 

The Infantry advance; the bows are drawn, | 

And ſhowers of arrows meet in middle air; 

The yell of Death begins; the Muſquetteers 

Now, wheeling round, let looſe their Stygian fire; 

Louder, and louder ſtill, the brazen — 

Encreaſe their thunder; batt'ry roars amain, F 

Thund' ring on batt'ry—all the plain appear 
As when an Earthquake burſts the trembling ground; 

And ſmoke and flame, in many a writhing curl, 

Sweeps o'er the frighten'd lawn. On ey ry fide. 

The Warriors drop by hundreds; round and round 

The Leaders ride, and with their ſhouts provoke 

The ſtaggering fight. GRHAN from rank to rank 

Rides on conſpicuous; loud his rouſing voice, 

And great his warrior mein; the fire of Heav'n 
Flaſh'd in his eyes ; where'er the battle rag'd, 

There firſt himſelf led on to fierce attack; _ 

The freſher troops and Death march'd cloſe along. 

Nor leſs the fierce Macnor with great empriſe 

Inſpires his fainting hoſt : His ſword is ſeen : 1 

L Glancing thro all the fight at fulleſt ſpeed | : 9 5 

He dtives his courſer on, from point to point 5 

Where'er his legions fail d; black as the ſtorm 

Of dark December, o'er the field he rode 

With whirlwind found : the braveſt ſtood aghaſt! | 
And ſcarce reſiſting fell; while, terror-ſtruck, 8 


Moſt 


Adown the hill afore 1 it. 


He cries, I ſee him 


. Ib it; 

Moſt fled his coming. Long the battle hung 

In doubtful ſcale; the Sun was high! in Heav'n, 

The Shepherd fought the ſhade, when Ge HAN's troops 
Cry, Victory! The Heay': ns reſound the cry.. 1 
The horſemen and the foot now drive along, 
To cruſh the Rebels down. Deſpair inſpires | 
 Macnox's fierce heart; with fiercer fires it burns : : 
A deſp'rate band of Horſemen, he ſelects, 8 
And with full ſpeed, and many 2 dreadful wilt don | 
Turns on the ViRors 3. thro' their ranks they rc rode 
O'er Lords and Vaſſals, groaning in the duſt. | 
Thus, when a oloud burſts on the mountain's brow, | 
Rocks, trees, and herds, the headlong torrent Hreeps i 
Ghaſtly rout 
Now marks the hoſt of Genan,; thund'ring thro 
The fight the Monarch « came; the cruel foul _ 
Of dread Machox glows at the wiſh'd- for fight ; 
Silent now the war— 
Aloof the Heroes ſtand. Pierce as a bear 8 
Attacks a tyger that devours her whelps ; „ 


Or as a lion, from a mountain's ſide, 


Springs on a bull, the dreadleſs brothers meet. 
Their horſes neigh; the earth gives hollow ſound 
Below their feet; the Riders ſtretch and toil © 
In mighty conflict, with the well-pois'd lance : r 
The broken ſpears ſing thro! the air—a pauſe, 
An awful pauſe enſues—with fierceſt looks 
They eye each other. Dreadleſs thus, and fierce, 

A wounded lion on the Huntſman glares. OS 5 1 
Yield, cry'd Macyor—yield thee, and live i in chains; 5 ; 1 5 PP ; 
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And equal valour fir d, receives ; the foe. 
Long was the fight ; their ſwords glance to the Sun. | 
A hideous lightning, and the blood: red mail e 
Rings with the blows. | At laſt, the i impious blade 


Or take thy death with N Fa” my band. | 

- Juſtice and Heav'n, proud Slave, direct my Frord, | 
The Monarch ſtern reply d d;, yield, ere [ ſend, | 
Thy cruel Ghoſt to plunge j in deepeſt Hell. 
Juſtice and Heav'n! with proud contempt, reply'd || 


The fierce MAcnor ;. but Deaths fly round my ſteel. | 8 | 
Black with dire rage, his long broad ſword he draws, = 


And on the Monarch flies: He, with ike might,” 


1 


Of dire Machek, full down th anointed head 
Of GEHA ſunk: He, trembling, from his horſe, 
Fell. Swift the haughty Victor lights, and tears. 
The royal enſigns from the mighty ſlain. 1 
For ever live the King, the great Macuos! 25 


4 


The fawning Nations cry. Amid their houts,. : 
He mounts the royal chariot ; and in proud 


Triumphals rides along the bloody field; 


Choak'd with the mangled trunks of Lords and Slayes, . . 


And horſes ſlain, purple with roſy gore, 
The riv'lets ſpread in lakes o'er the champaign, 


And, when the Sun ſhone. ruddy from the weſt, 


Reflects red blaze for blaze; the ravens fat. 
On the old land-mark ſtones, and drank the blood 


Of Chiefs and Rulers; and when pale the Moon 


Glimps'd o'er the field, the ſcene new horrors gain d: 


The winds loud whiſtling, riſe, and to the hills 8 
wo Bear far the hollow groans; Nature ſeems mov 4 5 
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And diſtant Echoes gtoan for groan return. 1 


1:29 210 10 gane 

All the dread night, troops of pale murm' ring Ghoſts „„ 
Glide thro the moonſhine, to t Rel long abode. is 4 ator 

Silent, 2 much perplex d. AR ANDUS bee. . ieee 


The lofty cave, EI EC follows on. 4 2 0 


Their way along the winding hill they Bü ow „ Ii 


Till, rifing from the clod, with mattins clear, 

The Lark ſalutes Aurora, and the Eaſt e 4 
Glows with the coming day. n was a grove 0 4: Sul ii a gal 
Of aged Elm, on mid declivity. 17 . IOrRE | 4 a 
That gave his ſhade, where oft- the ebene elde 700 Madenuttegs 


His Ewes at eve; the Pilgrims, on ne ß ee agli afÞ 


There throw them proſtrate down: at laſt, full vent 1, 


EMILEC gave his thoughts, and thus began: Se 0 976] 
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Too well, too fats, my boding Soul forefaw _ 


2 * n 7 | 

There was no Hope for me. When NN 
i H W:MGOH > 

This journey, much you told me of a kind DIY i 5 
EIA ei 
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And righteous Proyidence—faih would my Soul 33 


Have hop'd but now, the dear deluſion gone, 


tA 5 . 
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And dulleſt anguiſh, muſt be ever mine. 


1 rf 4 £ . PS 7 7 37 79 21 51 2 * N 7 
A ſad habitual bitterneſs of ſoul, 701 bas 12913 ; 5 1 


My CTA raviſh'd 1—joy can never cheer 5 180 <q alt T0 Fa e 


My wounded heart again; and life is I1!k 
A few'riſh woful dream. Alas! what woes cw? d „ 
Poor Man is heir to!—Tam not alone, | Bee : 5 
Tho' chief in mis'ry — What a woful lot at 3 5 * 
The poor old Shepherd muſt endure! himſelf - 2 5 855 a 
_ Juſt wak'd from Frightfal mae finds his Spoule, umn 3 1 : 
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| The Deatiog of his heart, laid in the duſt; ; 85 5 . 


ON) ; £4 4 


5 His Sons, his age's ſtay, by cruel men 7 5 Fe 
Led off toev'ry horror Slav'ry yields! | 
Fortune has grudg'd his former peaceful Nate 3 Fay out: Goa e 
And now, his hoary head, ſore bow'd, wh *. 1 | A. 
| Muſt lower bow below the preſſing, load _ 5 
Of cureleſs Grief. Whatever Earth can give 5 3 5 
ZanDoR enjoys an earthly Garde fine: 85 ; 5 We . 
Vet all his life is one continued act 
Of rapine and injuſtice! But, oh, 0 . 
The humble cot of MaTLAx What —_ 
= The Pilgrim's blefling, and. the poor Man's pray oY 5 
5 So oft beſtow d ?—for Poverty and Tal! 
5 Have fix d their dwelling there; and at he door 1 : 
| Terror of Evil yet to come aftends., 
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A Ruler, great and good, we aw; 5 intent | 5 9 
On public weal, he paſs d the early Morn— 5 . 
Where is the Guardian of the Good and Jut? BE 3 
He falls! he dies the Murd rer "ſeapes. ugtouch'd}, 55 
RHADZAN is great and wealthy, and his heart 
Flows with benevolence: At Morn, he lives 1 
The bleſſing of the people —ſure, F 
Might claim the watchful care of Heav n, "twas 3 8 
Yet, ere the Ev'ning Sun was down, he mourns, | 
Comſortleſs, in a jail} What now avail. 
The rich Man's. friendſhip, and the poor Man's $ pray II 
5 No crumb he has, to give his fainting Wife, 
: And little Children.:—while, at caſe, and full 
— Plenty, CApMo lives; whoſe griping hand 


„ . , Y tows an 
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| Ne' er gave vne gen 'rous deed” The three old Men, 
Who, for the Public, loft their blood and limbs, | 8 


Scorn'd, and expoſed to heat, to frolt, to rin, 
Beg their poor bit of bread Goh thoſe, Whole wealtk 


; 
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Their ill-ſpent valour ſav d. Long in the ſtreets, TE 
Unknown, e wander d; none invites us in, 7 
Till an old Man, of hoſpitable, heart Fw 5 
And virtuous ſoul, conſtrain dus home, and. j joy 4. 
To ſerve us Strangers. Muſt a houſe be burnt 8 | 
Oh Heav'n! and is it his i Now, he himſelf 


Has neither bed nor roof! The Houſe of Frayr 1 oo 5 5 


We faw; but heart Devotion, and her, mat, 
Meek Charity, appear d not there; 3 there reign'd 6 
Grim Superſtition, that, with ſoureſt look, 

Damns all around; tho oft, his own ill heart 


Steams with the blackeſt Crimes, . and fouleſt thoughts, ; : 623 511 


3 


Are theſe the Fav rites of Heav' n ? are theſe 
Ihe ſelect care of Gop? Alas l my Soul. | 
All, all is an inexplicable. dream. . 
But not alone are Individuals left 
To fall unnoted by a watchful. Hear 1 
Nations in one great ruin are involy d; 5 
The Wicked proſper, and the Guiltleſs bleed: 5 
The lawful Monarch, much belov'd and good, 
Goes to the Fields of Death, t aſſert his right; . 
But the weak arm of Juſtice finks below 3 
The impious Rebel's ſword || the righteous cauſe, 

Is loſt ! and he, ho like a God rode forth, 

Now, gaſh'd with wounds, lies naked in the Gut! 
And FRO in 3 * King. 
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A cruel F ratricide the ceptre wields! 


Good Heav'ns what mis ' ry, what blood, wide da. 


Muſt fill this wretched land woe to the Good, 
Woe to the Juſt; but to the Wicked, Feace f 3 


* 


. hat Heav'n bore vil 100 nid my eyes ſhould a he” 


In all the ways of Men :—that have I not. 


On Induſtry, you faid, the handmaid Wealth” ki 


Attends: let RHADZAN and poor BEATEN! tell 
The dire reverſe. On Piety, you faid, 


Attended Peace, "whoſe mates were Hope Nt Joy. * . 
"Tis falſe.—Impiety was never mine; £ 1 


7 


God I ador'd, and truſted i in his care: 


To eaſe th' afflicted, and to wipe 11 5 
The tears of mis ry, Was my dear empfoy. 
Did e'er I eat my bread, while, at my Sate, 

The Orphan and the Needy call'd in vain ? 


Did e'er the gain of rig'rous Fuſtice add 


One grain's worth to my ſtore ? Say, did my wy 


Prophane the altars? Was the weak low: voice 


Of Mis'ry heard, and not my bowels yearn, 1 Te 


To years of infancy, and months of woe? 
Did e' er my deed the Maid or Wife be DP 
No—no; ev'n in the face of all my ee 


My Conſcience dares to ſay, I never did. 2 on | 


Yet, if ſome ſecret error Heav'n obſerves { 
Oh, that I knew th' involuntary fault 
With tears of blood then' would I wipe it of bale 


Such was my piety, yet where my peace? 
; Oh, where my * — deareſt CALA wee 


1 37 15 js, 

And wild d oh, my heart Why rig rous Heay' n, 
Oh, why didſt thou ſuch tender feelings give? ? 
Such angelic affection Not, indeed, 5 
To give en of hope and joy— 
Ay me, 'twas with a double load to 31 75 

My wretched ſtate my Cara Ware, de ö 

My Cara! can my heart, ſo firmly knit 

By mighty Love to thine, e er taſte one 1 

The pleaſant Morn, and Ev'ning mild, have loſt. 

Their wonted charms ; diſguſtful is the grove, | 

For thou art abſent; life and nature wear. 
A gloomy aſpect, for thou art not niggg. | 
What tender ſcenes ariſe in this fad hreaſtl 1 © © 
How oft returning, ſmiling, from the fol., „ 
At oak or hilloc, have I met my Love! 5 1 allt is: : 
What raptures would enſue, where foul and foul, 
By Love's myſterious inſtinct are made one! 

But, ah! that dreary night that ended all 

My joy! Oft to the oak, oft to the il, 

I went to meet thee; grey the twilight paſzd, e 
The moon aroſe, but thou, my Joy, wow e M BHS 
Appear'ſt no more no more ſhall I prote& - - :, 1, | 

And chear my Love A Ruffian's hated bed 1 14 
Away, .the dreadful thought. —If Heav'n is juſt, 11 
It cannot curſe thee ſo- Ay, low thou lieſt 7 . 
Among the peaceful Dead. The Sun, to me, th 15 41 5 1 
Now ſhines with diſmal aſpect; hill and dale, „ 
Before ſo gay, now wear a ghaſtly gloom, 1 ; 
A deep, deep melancholy. —Hope is gone if 1 . 1 18 b 
Heav'n cannot chear me —Villainy and Might | 810 „ | 1 
. 5 55 „ | = 


1 361 


Are only happy—Goodnef moutns, od dies. 

3 35 In ſuch an abject ſtate as this, my Soul RT 
Diſdains to live: Soon in the filent grave 15 . 
My heart ſhall feel her careleſs woes no more. 5 


\ 


EMILEC thus his woful mind ny Gal 6 
Nor leſs An AN Dus' pious heart was mov'd. ' 7 vert nad, 7. 
' Deſpair cold thro' him ran; ſhudd'ring each nere, 
On the hill ſide, he, bow'd together, fits; 
His hands are firmly grafp'd ; his hoary hene 
Trembles between his knees. —A ſudden noiſe A 
: Comes ruſtling thro' the boughs : £8 A Son of >: 
| Of godlike mein, fair as the ring Moon: | BS 2 
On hills of ſnow, before them ſtands reveal as 
A fragrance fills the air, ſuch as the gales lik 10 5 
4 © Of bleſt Arabia; down His ſhoulders ſtrait WW eit 155 
| . His downy plumage flow d, of living white, elta cows.) » 
| Bright as the ſtars of morn; a purple veſt, SST JET: pt 
| Hem'd with the gold of Heav'n, around his waiſt | 
43 Fwd, looſely ty d; the human Rs. $2953 15980 03-1: 


. 


; 4 | „ I Heighten'd beyond idea, he aſſumd , $2018 noc: | 
1 : 25 Mix d with the majeſty of Eaſtern dre. | — Ira an e 
| 1 © LE The mildneſs of à Brother, he diſplay d, Hom Fred of 7 F 
4 Who meets his Siſter after'abſenes long; 1 142] 8910-8112 
| A ſpear directs his ſteps, and added grace ; 994 F-SH013 30 
1 | To him all grace. The Pilgrims calmly Foes 
4 | | And hail him bleſt:— for Gop had from their. wi 
4 3 All fear remoy'd. Then, 'beckoning b Kt 19 0 
1 Mild, as a N Brother, 1 8 0 1 825 1 0 09% 
} 


| L 39 15 N 
All hail! all peace! Oye Below d of Hear nf „„ 
Far from the Courts of Gop, I come, to eaſe | | og LF | 
Pour troubled breaſts. With dear paternal rr „ 
Th' Almighty Father all his works regards; „ # 
And mercifully juſt are all his ways EY . 
He knows the heart, and well the weakneſs knows JC 4 
Of poor ſhort- ſighted Man. A Father knows . = EE” 1 
The folly of his Child; and though his box „ I 
Act as a Child, if tractable and Sz „„ 1 
The Sire forgives, and loves him—Shall not chen, „ | " M 
The eternal Father both forgive and love 85 
The c contrite heart of his weak. oiprivg Man ? ? 
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S with forrow, and 10 baſh on blind, 
The Providence of Gop you have arraign A 1 
But he, all-goodneſs, he, who knows your hearts, eee 
Beholds what anguiſh there, the thought has rais d. Nona d 
But lay aſide your paſſion, and attend 

To your own Reaſon; lift your heads, ant view | | . 
Theſe vaſt ſtupendous | heay ns, Where worlds oer worlds 3 74 Bf! * 
Unnumber'd roll; and, if you. can, deny e e qt 

The great all- perfect Gop. Say, ſhall the Lord, e 

Who, thro' ten million links, o'er all the \ vaſt 1 

Of Nature, has a perfect order fix 5 een aa, 

Sure and eternal ſhall he leave to Chance LE 

His higher world: of Morals? Aſk thyſelf— : 7 

| Reaſon fays, No; and all Creation, No. 8 5 


8 


Sims blind, how drunk with ds then the Man. 85 wh 285 
WAR dares the Providence of Gop STARR | u Si A ; 3 PS | 
& Becauſe 


Prat: 
- Becauſe he, poor blind 10 cannot ſee 
The grand deſign [—becauſe, to his confin' d 
And unimprov'd ideas, the dread ways 
Of the INFINITE ONE a maze appear? | 
Mark well this truth : Although the Wicked die 5 
Swiming in wealth, and all the world can give; | 
And though, with ſorrow pierced, the Juſt expire 
There is a time, beyond the darkſome grave * 
A time for Juſtice. With a thouſand tongues 
This cries, you are immortal; | elſe, the Gor | 
That ſpread theſe heay'ns is cruel and grin 
Cruel to the Good, and to the Bad unjuſt. 
But ſtill, though to the other ſide the grave 
Great part is left, on this yet much is done. 
Love, bleſt Content, and calm internal Peace, 
The fruits of Heavy n that ſip the dews of Go, 
Already in the good Man's heart ſpring forth : 
While Hatred, and a dark deſire to ſee .. 
Its Neighbour's mis'ries, in the wicked heart 
Takes lodging, and with ceaſeleſs torment gnaws 
| Its own curſt bowels; and at Death's dread hour 
With double vigour burſts, and ever grows; 5 
d Itſelf its F and conſummate hell. „ 


| Strange events you have ſeen ; better 'd, unj juſt, 
All chance, to you they ſeem d: but juſt and good 
Are all che ways of Heav'n, theſe events ſhew. 


The * Shepherd, who had led a life 
Of ſimple virtue and ſincere content, 


* 


105 411 


Bleſt i in his Mate and in his riſing Boys, 
Fair ſhone his eve of life; when lo! a ſtorm, 
Hideous and fierce, breaks in; his Reaſon ſleeps; 


And mimic Fancy, on his frighten'd Soul, | 
Lets looſe the Dogs of Hell. Let human Pride | 
Be levell'd in the duſt : the Lord of Heav'n 
Can on the wiſeſt or moſt ſtubborn heart 

Let looſe itſelf; there needs 1 no Demons more. | 


In mercy to the word, to 1 the growth 

Of Pride and Self-dependance, Heav'n beſtows : 
Its uſeful leſſons : vain, he ſhews, and weak 

Is human wiſdom ; in a moment all, | TE 

All may be loſt. Secure the Shepherd liv'd; 

His heart, once pious, from his Gop had ſtray'd 3 

His Children fix d each paſſion to the world ; 

But now he feels no houſe of reſt is here: 

Long his dependance on his Gop was cold, 

But now- his ſmart has rouſed the latent flame. 

His Wife has only met th' unalter'd fate 

Of mortal birth, and Heay'n has call'd her home ; 

His Sons are not as his paternal heart g | 

Torments itſelf to think, When ſorrow comes, 

How artful is the Soul of Man to tear oh 

And rack itſelf, with phantoms fancy-bred ! 

Now, as a Mariner, who all the night 

Rides in a boat alone, in wind and rain, 


Longs for the hav'n, where he ſhall meet his friends: pe 5 


So he, ſubmiſs, awaits the happy hour | 
To land him on the coaſt, where never, more 
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7 42 ] 
"The friends mall part, or age or Brice come. 5 | 
Nor ſhall his hoary hairs down to the grave ie en 1165] 
In forrow droop his heart ſhall leap for Ts nd 2051 
And calmly ſhall he bay his limbs to reſt, FFC 


The ile abode you otas'd 14. 
Of ev y happineſs, an earthly God, 1 
While virtuous MILE liv thi ſlave ef 5 
Still blind, ſtill wrong, the arrogance of Men 
Will meaſure happineſs by pomp and gold. 
Though ev'ry luxury of the Eaſt and Weſt 12 
On ZanpoR's table meet, tho ev ry wine 0 Len al. 
Flows at his call, tho livery d erben bein, mp4] 
Run at his beck, yet to his ſated taſte "Prof ein mom I; 
- Allis in vain, habitual all, and loft: i 
Though at each interval of looſe alight, : 
Smut wit, and ſong go round; his r Soul 
Inſipid finds them all. Remorſe and Shame, 
For deeds of Cruelty, maugre his heart, UE £35 
Knock at his breaſt ſometimes; then, muſt dis roof, N 
Reſound with muſic; then, the ſparkling wine 
Muſt load the table, and the laugh and fong 
Go jocund round: Meanwhile, with gentle ſteps 
A wild delirium comes ; light i is the Heart, | 
And all is gay, and all his ways are good: 
Then, wild confuſion, and a total To 7 7: 
Of feeling, follows. On his bed he ſnores; | 
And, as the fumes wear off, a fev'riſh ſtrife | 
His painful ſlumbers witneſs ; parch'd his throat, 5 
Lis ſtomach ſick, his head in aching whirls; 
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While 13 dreams, of murder'd Innocents 
Baring their bleeding wounds, with horrid e | 
Awake him to the feeling of his pains, * N 
Perhaps the chace deceives the dull forenoon; This 
And noon and night repeat the mine mad n, 


Though. ſharp anxiety, and yearning © care | 
To raiſe his little fam'ly, oft may fil! W 
Poor MALLAN's heart, when evil accidents _ . 
Blaſt his induſtry, when the Tyrant robe 

His barns, and tramples down his ſtanding corn : 5 
Vet, mark how pure than Za xpox's is his joy! 
Sweet is his morning, ſweet his ev'ning work; 
The muſic of the wood and purling brook, 
At pleaſant intervals of reſt, delight | e 
His raviſh'd ſoul, and lift his thoughts to heav'n; . 
His herbs, brown bread, and milk, and now and en 
On days of feſtival, a firſtling lamb, 
\ Yield higher reliſh, and a purer health, 
Than ZanDoR ever knew; when ſcorch'd with heat, 
And from his toil athirſt, the lacteal ſtore, 
The juicy. berry, or the cryſtal ſpring, 
Reſtore his ſpirits, and his nature cheer, 
More than from all his wines e'er Z AN DOR knew. 
Chagrin'd, amid his troops of cringing Slaves, 
The Tyrant lives; while MALLAN, at his fir ec, 
Among his prattling Children, glows with joy | 
To mark his riſing care; delighted more 
With- their quaint liſping, and their op'ning buds 
Of Reaſon, than the fineſt ſounds can give. 


THT 


The cruel heart can never feel the glow 1 
Of heav'nly warmth, that ſacred Love inſpires; 3 
Foul are its flames, and as a brute's its joy, | 
The object unendear'd, and oft deſpis' 3 
EZ Such Z AN DOR's Loves. Now with unhallow d fires, 8 
Indelicate, his boſom knows no reſt; 
Now foul diſguſt ſucceeds ; the Harlot 8 e | 
He knows, are bought, and hates; then woes again, ; 
| And pines with jealouſy ; now burns with rage; | 
Now, fretful, loaths the Partners of his luſt. | 


| But pure is MaLitan' s love, fair as the light by 
Oft heav'n, and ſpotleſs as the mountain ſnow. 
A nameleſs tenderneſs, and ſoul-ſprung joy, e 
Whene'er his fair One moves, or talks, or ſmiles, | 
With holy impulſe ſwell his lab'ring breaſt. 5 
As Lovers of fiftcen, all innocence, © _ 
No ſelfiſh views they know; ; another Fair 5 
„ He cannot love, ſo facred and entire 
| His paſſion glows; nor other Shepherd the.” p 
= Unconſcious of the leaſt neglect, or fign 8 + 
| Of waining Love, the canker : Jealouſy _ = 
\ Keeps far aloof, Love has its mighty pains ; 
Of delicate diſtreſs, when the dear Fair 
Gives oft, by little ſigns, or ſeems to give 
No proof of heart- born paſſion: but, oh 8 
Are theſe from MaLLAx's breaſt. What firſt began 5 
In Love's myſterious inſtinct, now is riſen, 
With laſting ſtrength, to more than Love itſelf; 
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45, F 5 . 
= The amiable virtues of the heart 5 5 : | 
Its ſure foundation and endearing foul. “Vn es 7 


But this is far Eds all. The horrid urn e, 91% 0851007 208 
Of Zanpor's wickedneſs is now compleat ; 5: Oe nod) ans e 
| And MALLAN' 8 ſuff ringe too are near ment. 100 eee act | 


| Laſt 1 I faw the det of ee 1 e Tr | 
ba IN from Heav'n; a copious ſcroll he bore, i POO = 2855 | '.. ff 
Where ev'ry wicked deed of ZAnDoR livid. _ | : : 5 . | 4 | nw 
On his high tow'rs he lights: I ſaid to ſee 1 es 5 8 
The dread event. Twas now the gloomy tons „ FO 
Of midnight, when the houſeleſs Widow at., , „ 
And hungry Orphan, have on ZanDoR's head . 115 is Ls - 
Implor'd the curſe of Heav'n; and now his roofs 2 
The yelling ſhrieks of murder loud refound: 4) 
The Tyrant ſtarts from ſleep, and with a on. 1 1550 Ing er 
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Explores his way; and, Io! his younger Son! 5111 6 | 
Red with warm blood he ſtands ! the fire of Hell FF 4 
Glares in his eye] the knife reeks in his hand! BEE | | _ 
His Brother, torn with many a guſhing wound, 50 | q | 


Struggles among his feet! Now muſt the wretch, 1 1 . VV 1 
Whoſe cruelty has rent, with ſharpeſt panss. 2" 
The heart of many a Parent, many a Child. e „ , 


Feel for his murder'd Son: his locks he a FF ſ | 
Prone on the ground he roars ; he curſes Heay' n, 5 EE Fon, 1 
And gives his heart to rage and deep deſpair. 4 mY | 1 i 


| CartonA was croſt in tender love, 
| By her hors FR wild her fancy ran, 
1G; 2 


* 


Eo = . 1 
1 ; And loſt her Reaſon ; all the day ſhe 50S, DID 
A Graſping a marble Statue, which ſhe takes 

3 For her dread Sire; the feet ſhe bathes in . 

And begs him to conſent: unmov'd and cold, 

The marble frowns : fo, unconcern'd and cold, 

The Angel of Revenge beholds the flood _ . | 
Of ſov'reign mis ry, that overflows the houſe _ n 


| EE: Of Zanpos, all-accurſt. A haggard train XY 85 
Df Evils to the dreadful Angel dow: 0 e e io 8 281.01 
vo Here, Torture writhes his ſkinleſs ribs: and Job's in e a 


= | | Wild flaſh his eyes, and black and wide his mouth 3 

= 7 There, Shapes of Terror tremble, ſuch as haunt 

The dreams of Parrieides: In dread deſpair,” £3 
Here Horror wrings her hands; as, at the hour 
Of midnight, o'er the warm lg murder d core 22 
The Soul yet hovers > Theſe, and many more, 
Thick as the Ghoſts that mourn era hy e ſtreams. ' 
Of black Cocytus, all attend his nod. ele d ee 43 
He gives the awful word, the Gout and tons i att etal} 
Obey, relentleſs; and, to a dire bed” | Wes en 
Of wretchedneſs, confine the country's Peſt. CO RR, 
No more thro! the poor Peaſant's little field e e 
Of ſtanding corn, he and his Sons all nde; 8: Ll 5 * 
No more ſhall ſack the barn, and rob the fold; YO] 399 

5 No more, with rig tous hand, oppreſs the ore, 5 e e Og 
He and his Sons, betray the Maid no more. + 93630 410: Sogn Bale 
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| ths dreadful is the wrath of Heu n cent nr 
Though ſlow, yet ſure the bolt of vengeance comes: Ker 
As Are the virtuous * who reſigns 800 1 


i | [47] 
With meek anilltys! and filial hope, 
Shall raiſe his head; and ev'ry woe, then gone, 
Shall add a heav'nly reliſh to his joys. | 
So facred are the pains of Innocent. 
The tender Vine mult feel the Pruner s knife, 
- The nobleſt Apple-tree muſt bear an wound; 
Elſe wild the Vine, the uſeleſs ſpreading date rf | 
In rude diſorder would itſelf deſtroy; e 
The Apple- tree, inſtead of golden fruit, FC 
Would only bear a little wrinkFd cra... 
Sour, and ill-flayour'd :—Such, if left at will, 7 
In full proſperity, would Man. b. come. e : 
Adverſity is Virtue's fav o ard 2a © 1 
There, the pretended Vot' ries are diſmiſt | „ 8 5 
With vile diſhonour, but her real Sons „ | 
Bear up, and conquer all. The Siren ſong, „ gp 
The ſparkling cup of Pleaſure and Deceit, _ 1 „ 
Theſe happy Men ſhall ſhun :; for, baſe Deceit, : = Ge 8 
A deadly ſnake, below the harlot lap = s BY ap es ey 
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Of Pleaſure lurks. When loy'd Profpertty” 3 2 85 Fn 
On the untutor'd Youth all chearful beams, FE „„ 
From Joy-to joy his careleſs heart will rove C 5 
Fear i forgot, the Vinmes dormant tm. 
Pity is e while Pride each day. ia ag 


And Senſuality creep ſſowly in. | Es 
From ſuch to guard, Heay n in Adyerſit7 „ 1 
Has long ſchool'd MAR aw's heart; and now. he needs PO 
The bitter draught no more; and Heavn no more 5 ; Is 
Will give it :—chearful Plenty ſoon ſhall crown. TE, 
” Uis : and TE each anxious care. 
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Hos falſe the views that mortal eyes en bike! 


Toil, Fear, and Poverty, to you appear dl! Wes 
Surrounding MALLAN's hearth—yet, what a hear fon: 


His moſs-green roof o'erſhades !. with her fair arkine [3.15.4 


The Angel of contented Peace is there 
There, lively Hope preſents her magic 1 51241 51 
That thro' the blackeſt cloud that darks the night 
Of dire Adverſity, can „„ 5 
And pleaſant country; Faith behind hoe? lande, 
And tells the virtuous Soul, that all and en "xy 
As yet but darkly ſeen, ſhall be her own; 5 7 
And heav'n-born Charity, Daughter! of Gov, | 
Prepares his heart to taſte the treaſurd 1 


The tender Mother, a her only Son, 5 is 
A weakly child, at firſt eſſays to go, JVVůL 
With pleaſure and concern ſtrong i in her eye, 
Beholds him, and ſupports his waddling ſteps: 

So pleas d and fo concern d, the Angel guards 

The ſteps of MALLAN: With prophetic dreams 

Of wealth, his happy ſlumbers ſhe inſpires. Eg, 11 8 
His viſions take him to the harveſt- field, TH 


Amid his Reapers; all the ground appears ws, 5 


So throng'd with ſheaves, that ſcarce a path femains. 1 
He wakes, and hails the omen; balmy sleep Ls 
Again his eye-lids ſeals; again he ſtands 
Amid his Reapers, rank and ſtrong the corn 
Before them waves; he looks behind, afid, lo! - 
Among the ricks, a ſudden harveſt rears . [iis 


Its * * and . 9 al round. 
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- | He wakes, and with devout up-lifted n 3 
| The God of ines his an adores. 15 


Ther 0 pet ee 1 ho 5 5 Race. TE 
Like Poverty, ſo dreaded, ſo abhor' 43 5 
His ghaſtly viſage ev'ry horror wears, 

That Fear and fickly Fancy can create. 

So Men behold him; but, it is not fo : 

If Gop but ſend the Angel of Sante 

He wears no terror; in the ſable garb 

Of Wiſdom, from the houſe of Mirth he turns, 

And, calmly, in the houſe of Mourning, w e 

The Vanity of Life. The urban Tounn 

A joyleſs melancholy wretch eſteems 

The lonely Shepherd on the bleak hill ſide; 

The Man of Eaſe ſhrinks at the dreaded thought 

Of ſweat and labour; he, who ſees the wit 

And human face divine, deems him accurſt 

On whoſe blank eye-balls never ſhone the day; 

And you, as monuments of wretchedneſs, Ig 
The three maim'd Warriors hold; Still wrong ye and : 
If Heav'n ſhall give Content, the Blind, the Lame. 
The lonely Shepherd, and the lab ring Hind, 
Poſſeſs as much of bliſs as life can take. 

As ſoundly, with his dole, the Palmer a Frag 

As with his many fields the wealthy Lord; 

The Blind knows not his loſs, or habit long 

Inures him not to feel; the Labourer 

Is uſed to labour, to his crutch the Lame. 


8 and {oo the three maim'd 3 tho * SS 
But, 


In fooliſhoſtentation now were giv'nz / 


%% ö 
But, ſhould the horn of Affluence be pour d | 5 
Upon their board voluptuous, inſolent, 
Would their low minds become. Fo ev ry ate EE 


Patience and ſect Complacence Heav'n can n give, 
Or {end the biting canker Diſcontent. * ad - > 


| Shock'd to the Soul, you — the 1 0 8 
Of Rua pz Ax, great and good; yet ev 'n the fre 
That burnt his plenty, Heay'n in merey ſent. 


His alms, that firſt in charity began, 
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The lazy Drone, and him of real want, 
Shar' d all alike; and vain his heart became; 
The offspring of his wiſdom and deſert, 

He held his mighty wealth ; but now he ſees 
And mourns his folly. A rich fleet next day, 
Long ſince giv'n up for loſt, all ſafe arrives: 
RRHADZ AN again is wealthy, and again 
The Father of the Poor; but now no more 
Th' Encourager of baneful Idleneſs, 
Vain and forgetful of his Gon no more. 
Th' unfeeling Capmor, whom you thought ſo bien, 
Swiming in plenty, and, tho' ill'of heart. 
Sharing the care of Heay'n, while RA DZAS mourn'd 
Abandon'd in a jail; Capmor is curs d, 
And long has been, with wealth he cannot uſe. 
Devoted to his gold, the meagre Wretch 
Grudges his own coarſe morſel ; never joy, 

Save th' anxious ſordid one to view his gold. 

Could touch his marble heart; each blaſt of wind © 
1 5 f / >” = uot 


3 1 + 51 k 

That murmurs in his key-hole, tears his Soul. „ 

With dire chimeras; from his bed he . 
And feels his bolts and bars: oft as he truſts, 
When lur'd by profit, till he J%%%çͤ; Pn 
He trembles for his gold. By night Lad oy Es 
Intenſe and reſtleſs, works his little mind. 125 
Still to increaſe the wealth he cannot uſe; HR „„ gs 
And when a loſs befalls, the pains of hell! 
Seize on his breaſt. Such Wen hn tedaſures yields 2 


5 885 „ 
When en en old gen vous Faith " . LD - 
The heav n- deſcended fire of Patriot Zeal, TE 585 95 100 
And toilful Induſtry, forſake a land, 895 3 3 : . M 
Then baſe Effeminacy, and her mates,. 1 a Go Or fs 
Pride, Cowardice, and Luft t, a baneful ctew! _ 5 
Triumphant lift the head ; fy in their rear, ae 5 
True as the ſhadow, Public Ruin comes; ; 17 . a Tn "— : 5 
Weak at the firſt, but faſt the Monſter grows," | „ 
And great her ſtrength becomes; the Gop of all” 155 5 
Girds her with pow'r to cruſh the abandon'd x race. * Fo . Se 
The Good and Wile, dread pillars of, the Nate, e e, 
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Infatuated now, their deepeſt ſchetnes . 8 
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Turn out but to e the public woe. et R Ts 
* ER 1 > {4 8 


Juſt when a deep-plan'd enterprize is ripe „ 
For execution, all at once tis broke; LE qe 0s 2h 5 
The Planner dies: Such was the Ruler's fate, 9574 Ni 
Whom murder'd at his morning walk you ſaw. b gn 46 B 
Had he ſurviv'd, the fierce MAchox to- dax wack 
Had roar'd in chains. . The wretch who gave the mound 33nd 50 1 
Was Son of his ungovern'd luſt; the uit; - 9765 Dubs! of) 1 Nest 94A 
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Of lawleſs love: and who ſo fit as e? 


And toilful Induſtry, again ſhall raiſe Zn ins 
Their honour'd head, MAcnor ſhalt dearly py oben 28 18 


Where Death no terror to the brave Man bears: a 
His golden roofs ſhall echo back his groans,. ps, 
| His bed and pavement with His gore ſhall ſwim; „ 
While ſlow, beneath a Menial's kalt, he dies. 2 ins 


Juſtice and TELE, and bleſs the I. 
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EO as: 
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Full thirty years ſince, to the ſtreets expos'd 


He left the Boy, where ev'ry vice he learn © ON 


That Idleneſs begets on infant minds: Sf 29 G2 4 

Long has he been a public peſt and curſe, | : : 

But now his race is. Oer; the Ruler's geld 

He had not ſpent, when Juſtice claim d = blood. | 
TEE lol © nat, 


Ge to-day, bad the Cbief Ruler rd it l 5 i 


Had ſtill enjoy d his crown, and bleſt the land: 


But it deſerv d him not; and Heav- n | has Ent i 
A cruel Tyrant, with an iron rod, e e 5 | 
110; 
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To cruſh the vicious and GET fag 


When manly Piety, old gen Tous Faith,” 8-28: aft c 
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The heav n- deſcended fire of Patriot Zeal, ; = = = 103 


A 


His brother's blood; but not in gallant war, HO at A 2 


i A 14 . 182 r ** 32 4 
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Another GEHAN ſhall again reſtore” 5 7 „ 


4 


Meek riety and mild 1 „ 


| Seen id far from thoſe ee babe thous of SY 


And claim'd the care of Heav'n z while Sclfiſhneſs,. Et 


And hateful Melancholy, held their place. 


Are theſe the ſelect care of en [al you cried; 0 Hob en 


100 | F | i And 
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And real Piety you deem d a name. 1 | . Z 5 = - E 
But be not ſelf-deceiv'd : What, ſhall the er RE po 5 . 
Oft patriot Zeal, that in baſe treaſon ends. | 


Perſuade you there was never ſuch a man „„ 
As real Patriot? Shall the yaried lore 1 
Of Schools, as varied as the human face, FO, 
Perſuade you there is no ſuch thing as Truth? 
And ſhall the groſs miſtakes of poor blind Man, 
Who knows not whence he came, nor where he e PE, 5 
Your minds ſo darken, that you cannot feel 
What heav'nly warmth true Piety imparts "i 
She, only She, the Soul's unbounded with 
Can ſatisfy ; an ever-gnawing worm 
Imbitters ev ry joy the world can give; V 
Each wiſh attain'd, a diſappointment brings. re ooh 
And ſtill, unſatisfy d, the Soul will crave; © 1 
For none but Gop himſelf can ll her with: 


Man, that tran ge compound, feels a nameleſs want 
Toſs in his breaſt ; he feels it point to heav n, N 1 Py : 
And aſk protection there; — but how to gain „ 
That boon, the ſoul of life, he little knows. „ 
Wild have the errors, ſtrange the mazes ha i . 
That Man has wander'd thro: The Sun, the Moon, Bs : ML 
The Stars, the Fire, have all been hail'd as Gods. | | 0 5 5 
To Onion, Ox, and Dog, as emblems fit 8 3235 5 
And habitations of th ETERNAL One, 5 1 50 . 
Sage MizRA1M bow'd the knee: And Men, weak Men, 0 1 2 
Now dead, and all their weakneſs out of view, Sg 3 
When Fable ſwell'd their deeds, the Nations hail'd | 1 
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„ 
As Gods and Guardians. If the ſtorms Jeſecad, 7 
If Peſtilence or raging War deſtroy ; . 05 | 
To expiate the wrath-of angry Heay n. 
The lab'ring Ox muſt leave the yoke, . the Goat . 
His craggy hill, the Lamb his mother's gde. 1 
And at the altar die and, dire to tell, „ 


The Parents bring their young, their beſt loyd Boys Ty 


And faireſt Daughters. by the knife muſt bleed, „ 
And on the altar burn; with | hideous ſhrieks | 8 885 


The hills and ſkies reſound, while with lew d cites, Ny 4h 1 0 ; 


And incantations under many a name, b 
The Powers of Heav'n are call d; vet all the while | 
The Heart is quite forgot; ev'n in the act ; 


1110 


Of Worſhip, murders, fraud, and ſtern arne 5 i, 80 


And violence, and luſt, are nouriſh' 4 there. 1 


1 = 1 
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| 


Others, on hoy purer light * ſhone; © 


To whom the amiable. Gop has faid,,  _ 


? Tr Py * 
: 


« Give me thy Heart, my Son,” have oft forgot 


The ſacred precept, or eſteem'd it light. 1 


To count the leaves that tremble i in. the woods. | 
Of Mount Lebanus, were. AN eafier taſk. 


Than to narrate the ills. that have aris a. Fs. 


From the fix'd Pride, Ambition, and Revenge; | 


And Avarice, of thoſe who have afſum'd _ 
The name of Teachers, and the Sent of Heavn n. 


Jo ſerve their purpoſes, the earth muſt ſtink” 


With human gore, the Kin: gs muſt bend the knee, 
The nations muſt deliver up their wealth; 
All muſt be theirs; ;. the keys of heavy” n hn hell 


. 5 5 'T 1 
Hang at their Headman's belt, who impious boaſts 
He cannot err—yet oft old Atheift ge. a 
Amaze and horror ſtrike me to relate e 
How Men, low reptiles, dare, with baſe intent 
F And folemn inſult, mock the Gor of Heay' n, 
And ſtamp their horrid vices with his name. 


Others, of purer life and leſs deſign, _ 
Shock'd with the wickedneſs and black intent. 


 _ Of thoſearound, a melancholy gloom . 
| O'erſhades their ſouls : each wicked thought i is held 


| The black ſuggeſtion of the Evil One; 


Each warmth they feel is then a gale of Heay'n | 


| Reaſon is laid afide; 7heſe follow'd cloſe, 
Though jarring oft as lurking Paſſion leads. 

Thus, ſelf-deceiv' d, in the worſt light they view 

Poor erring Man; whatever is againſt 

Their own ſufficient ſtandard is abhor'd, 

Accurs d of Gop, and merits not his love. 

jarity is laid aſide; her place 

attachment to ſome trivial point. 

Of M ſtem holds, though ſeldom it concerns. 


The Goodneſs of the Heart. Thus Brothers oft, 2 


Fathers and Children, when they chance to jan, 
Each, ſure he acts from dictates all- divine. 
Betrays a native honeſty of heart 


— 


Into moſt vile exceſſes: Not one ot 
Will either yield, and each to hell conſigns 
His Oppoſite ; the amiable Goo, 

To 85 poor 1 1 ſoul, appears 


A ſterm 


„ 


A ſtern relentled Tyrant, who denies 75 5 
The means of Knowledge, and, for knowing nat, 7 
Condemns the Being of a Yeſterday | 
To fixt von and everlaſting erg. 


Though prone to Error, and he ws, 3 : 

Of Superſtition, under many a form, - 
The Nations all have been :—Let that, ye Wile, 

Bear its due weight, and ſhew the human Heart 

Still ſeeking ſome great good, which unpoſſeſs ! 

No reſt it knows. If Man has wander'd thro? 3 

The wildeſt errors and moſt childifh toys, 5 
In ſearch of this high boon; let that awake 

Four Reaſon and ſtrict Caution, to explore by 
The crowning Happineſs—Seek it, ye Wiſe, 

In th Innocence and Goodneſs of the Heart, 

In filial hope and faith on parent Heav'n ; 86 

Then, when the ills of life, or ghaſtly Death, 

In all their terrors come, your Soul ſhall and | £ 

The awful ſhock, and feel it has not graſp'd 

An empty ſhadow ; while the ſelfiſh heart 

Of Superſtition finds, in dire amaze, 

Its Nu e and its 2 the wind. 


All; uſt and big with 1 are the ways 

Of the ETERNAL SIR E. Thy doubts diſpell'd, 
Thy doubts. that gave thee fo ſevere diftreſs, 
ARANDUs, now be happy; never more 
Shall they approach thy breaſt, And thou, O Youth, 
: Who lately underwent'ſt the laſt extremes 


th 1s 


:0 Of mental toemind, never let thy mind 

Forget the awful ſcene ; let it direct yr 

Thy after conduct, and awake thy love : 

And gratitude to Heav n. Your City-guide, 

| Whoſe hoſpitable roof the flames devour'd, 
Approaches near: While, from the battle loſt, 

Agra was all confuſion and uproar, - 

The Monarch's Concubines unguarded fled, 

A lovely Fair, whoſe looks were innocence  - 

And virtue, weeping fled : No road the knew, 

For ſhe was newly come: chaſte as the Roſe 

Unbloſſom'd, of the fanning Gale's embrace; 

Her charms protected her: the Emperor |, 
Her mighty beauty was alone to ſhares 

And that Rebellion and his death forbade. 


To wander or to lodge, he nothing knows; 

Vet, truſting Heav n, with pious faith, he leads 

Along theſe winding hills, in queſt of ſood, 

Her and the aged Shepherd's Sons, whoſe. wil 

4 Appear'd ſo big with woe. Home to your hills 
Take the old Man, and let his ſetting fun © 

Decline in happy eaſe, and pious peace; 

And give the Shepherd back his dear- low d boys, 

And ſhare and witneſs his exceſs of joy. 

; Be happy—O EMILEC, never more 

| Let T_— or worſe: e Now! breaſt TEASES 


wt, 


80 woke hs Ae | * with fullinglook,; | 
Aſcended, as the flame of ſacrifice | 


* 3 "> 1 * x * > 
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Offer'd 


— 


1 1 58 5 
Offer d by Prophets old. In wonder loſt, 
Amaz'd EMIL EC ſtood ! when, looking round.” 
The old Man and his Company; he ſaw 
The lovely form of CA ſtruck his eyes! 
With hands half-lifted, motionleſs he ſtood. 
She too ſoon ſaw him; with a modeſt bluſh, . 
That he might ought ſuſpect, and trembling pace, 
Advances to her Love, her ſole Delight. "i 
Thus, pure in innocence, our Mother Evs,' _ 
In virgin modeſty and conſcious worth, | 
Met Apam, firſt of Men. As one awake 
From a wild dream, EIL EN ſprung to life: . . 
My Cara !—Tears no other words allow d, 
While on her neck he hung: . oa: in tears 
Of extaſy and overbeiring joy, 85 
Oh met again —ſafe as thy tendereſt in! 


Ves-—it i is he — mute on his breaſt the fell- Shot of taeda 07 


My Cara! Oh my dearer ſelf! he cry'd, - 
And have I. got thee ſafe Oh, Parent Heay' n, 
Forgive the errors that my bitter woes 
Extorted from me; and accept my praiſe 


And warmeſt gratitude, for this great gift, , ain 


Beſtow d beyond belief. Eternal King, 

Ax Ax pus join'd, though dark thy ways may ſeem 

To poor ſhort-ſighted Man, the humble Sou! 
That mourns his folly, and thy mercy truſts, N 
Shall never lack thine aid. Almighty Lo Rp, 

This crowns thy greatneſs, and compleats the Gop. 


All praiſe and glory, pow'r and might, be thin 


— 


Thy grace, thy favour, and thy love be ours. 


75 1 
So ſpake Ax AN Dus; and the happy Vouth, 
Erewhile confounded and depreſs'd with woe, 
Enraptur d now, feels with redoubled jo, 
The glad return of Nature's lovely charms. | 
The Sun with gladd'ning luſtre ſhone, the hills 
Appear'd in lively green, the Shepherd's pipe 
Amid the bleatings.of his flock was heard j 
The Lark, as emulous to aid their joy, ; 
Springs from the graſs, and chants his carols ſweet, 
Around them as they go; the gentle gale _ | 
Whiſpers among the boughs, where ev'ry note 
Of tuneful bird proclaims the joys of Love. 
| While, hand in hand, with many a tender glance - 
Of love divine, EMILEc and his Bride. 
Beguile the way; ARANDUsS and the reſt, 
With joyful hearts, home 2 oo mountains hie. ; 
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Page 17, line 22, for legſt read aff, P. 18, I. 15, for hands, r. hand. P. 21, I. 12, 
or gentle, r. gently. P. 22, I. 25, for They heard and trembl d. Thundering, r.“ 

They heard and trembled. Thund ring. P. 25, I. 3, for trembl d, r. trembled. P. 
29, I. 28, for forms, r. Nen P. 30, I. 21, fierce attack; dele ſemicolon. P. 
32, 1. 22, for purple with roſy gore, r. purpled with ropy gore. P. 36, 1. 21, for in- 

Fancy, r. infamy. P. 38, I. 4, for careleſs, r. cureleſs. P. 44, I. 8, for woes, r. 


